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TO HEB 
WHO NEYER HEABKENED BUT TO APPLAUD, 
1 LOYINGLT 

THESB TWITTEBING8. 



PEEFACE. 



Who has not stood in yerdtiroTis spots at eyen- 
tide, listening to the yesper pipings of the smaller 
birdsi and deemed them not the less melodioiis 
beeause eoming after the more elaborate s^rmpho- 
nies of the songsters of the sunlightP Perhaps 
some hearts, prompted by that '^toueh of nature'' 
whieh we are told " makes the whole world kin, " 
may, in like manner, loiter among the humUer 
walks of poesy and hearken to those lays of 
mine. Like the bird-notes from whieh they are 
named| what warmth they may possess is eaught 
from the heart of the singer. 

Dt7BLIV| June, 1883. 
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TWITTEEINGS AT TWILIGHT. 



SPEING. 



E'en as a Ghild wlio througli a thund'ring night 
Slept in a peaee whieli set the rout to seom, 

Wakes with the glad beam of the new day's light| 
And as it laughed at eye, it laughs at mom : 

So all uneonseious what rough winds did blow — 
How wintry elements had met in strif e, 

Young Earth from 'neath the blanket of the snow 
Jumps f orth| all leaf-bedeck'd» and laughs with lif e. 



WHEN WOULD I DIE ? 

When would I die ? 
Is it when beams of light 
Glothe the rejoicing world, and glorious day 
Makes e'en the dorkness of the graye seem bright, 
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And bathes all Nature witli refulgent ray, 
When tlie rieli earth and undulating sea 
Hymn forth in harmony their Maker's praise ? 
At sueh a time Death's shadow eannot be 
More than the eurtain of a summer haze. 

But no, oh, no ! 
Life's witeh'ry fills the sea, the earth, the air, 
'Twere hard indeed to quit a world so fair — 

I eould not go. 

When would I die ? 
Is it when night winds moan, 
And at my window patters the dull rain ; 
When all are lost in sleep, and I alone 
Keep wateh, with heavy heart and weary brain ? 
Now is the hour when half the world's a grave, 
And half humanity seems wrapt in death. 
Why not retum to heayen the lif e it gave, 
And sigh in silenee here my latest breath ? 

But no, oh, no ! 
I'm unprepared ; my heart knows too mueh ill ; 
The graye to-night is lone and wet and ehill — 

I eould not go. 

When would I die ? 
Is it when early lif e 

Is one bright promise, and the hopef ul heart 
Einows not the bittemess of eonstant strii e. 



WHBN WOULD I DIB ? 11 

Pleasure's satiety, or sorrow's smart ? 
"Were it not better, wliile the soul is fair, 
And bears the impress of its natiye sky, 
To leaye this world with all its eank'ring eare, 
Bid earth f arewell, and f rom its mis'ries % ? 

But no, oh, no ! 
Hope onward points, a little while I'd stay ; 
^is moming yet ; I*d see the eoming day ; 

'Tis soon to go. 

When would I die ? 
Is it when hoary age 

Sighs o'er the past, and to the years behind 

The heart looks sadly ; when the final page 

In lif e's strange tome is written out and signed ? 

Surely the time has eome ; the sands are sped ; 

But one short moment at the most remains. 

My £ltting plaee is now among the dead ; 

Adieu to lif e, and all that it eontains ! 

Yet no, ah, no, 
Ghrant, grant ere I the stem behest obey, 
A little pausing-time — one hour's delay, 

Before I go. 

"When would I die ? 
'Tis not in light nor gloom ; 
Not in the sunshine, and not in the rain ; 
Not in the early Aush of youth's lirst bloom, 
Nor yet in age ; midst pleasures, nor in pain ; 
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But when tlie moment eomes that by my side 
Thou, gentle Kazarene, shalt waiting stand 
My f alt'ring f eet through Death's dark yale to guide, 
And streteh unto my sinking soul Thy hand — 

When it is so, 
In the night's silenee or day's busy hum, 
In youth or f ainting age — Lord, bid me eome, 

And I will go. 



IF IT BE TRUE, LOYE. 

This poem alludes to three eommon and beautiful super- 
stitions whieh exist amon^ the peasantry in many parts of 
Ireland :— That the soul, before quitting the body, kisses the 
lips thriee ; that Death takes the eolour from the face, and 
draws a veil over the eyes ; and that three angels stand by 
the bedside ready to eonduet the soul before the Judgment 
Seat. 

I. 
If it be true, loye, the soul when leaying 
The body, grieying 

With moumful sigh 
First tums, and thriee on the eold lip presses 

Its last earesses — 

Thou'lt neyer die : 
For thy f ond spirit in wrapt deyotion 

And sweet emotion 

Should pause in air, 
And f eeling it was a joy Elysian, 

In raptured yision 

Still hoyer there. 



IP IT BB TRTTB, LOTE. 13 

n. 
If it be true, love, wheii mortals beek'ning 

To their last reek'ning, 

Death dims tlie eye ; 
And while liis eold hand tlie face is paling, 

The sight lie's yeiling — 

Thou'lt never die : 
For wlien the Spoetre sees thine orbs beaming 

With all the gleaming 

Of thy spirit bright, 
He*ll think, beguiled by the rays entraneing, 

At Heav'n he's glaneing, 

And shun the light. 

ni. 
If it be true, love, when lif e 's near over 

That angels hover 

The bed anigh, 
The soul to lead to the saered portal 

Of the Immortal — 

Thou'lt surely die ; 
Eor when the seraphs with joy perceive thee, 

They'll never leave thee, 

Nor from earth rise, 
Till 'ueath their white wings they 8oft eoneeal 
thee, 

And joyous steal thee 

Eor Paradise. 
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THE YOYAGE. 

The winds are roaring, 
The masts before their miglit like fraiL reeds bend, 
The elam'rous gales the mnrky heayens rend, 

The elouds are lowering. 
Oh ! who from the Dark Prinee will us def end — 
The fiend who on the storm from end to end 

Of earth is soaring ? 
Ohrist! Ohrist! before Thee, Kingof Peaee, 

We kneel adoring 
That Thou wilt bid these angry voices eease 

Imploring ! 



The waves are beating 
In madden'd anger 'gainst our yessers side, 
Oh, where saf e f rom their f ury ean we hide P 

Or whither Aeeting 
Driits at the merey of the darksome tide 
Our bark ? or by what anehor ean we ride, 

No harbour meeting P 
Lord, Lord, awake ! and bid the winds be still, 

We ery repeating ; 
That Thou shalt rise and tell the waves Thy will 

Entreating 1 



k 



NELL. 15 

The day is breaking, 
And at Thy bidding the winds* ery is o'er, 
The waves like beasts in fear lie down, no more 

Our frail bark shaking. 
Hark to the weleomes f rom the nearing shore ! 
See, see, onr brethren who haye sailed before ! 

No longer quaking 
With dread uneertainty, we toueh the strand — 

No more leave-taking. 
Father, in thankfulness we elasp Thy hand, 
And ]oin Thy ehildren — ^ne'er this happy land 

Eorsaking I 



NELL. 

I siT here in the shadow of a pallid winter gloam- 

ing, 
And dimly wateh the distant wood grow sombre in 

its hue ; 
eiouds pregnant with a heavy night above the vale 

are loaming, 
While Mem'ry, sad and pensive, veils my heart in 

twilight too. 
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n. 

No Bigli eseapes the willows, not a breeze eomee down 

the mountains, 
The lonely birds pass songless to their nests on leaf- 

less treesy 
Around is tomb-like silenee, e'en the yoiees of the 

fountains 
Are hushed in frozen stillness like unfinished melo- 

dies. 

ni. 

Below I see the grayeyard where the rigid dead are 

sleeping, 
So near ; yet, oh ! how f ar f rom me the spot where 

there is rest ; 
And upwards as I tum mine eyes the bitter tears I'm 

weeping 
Make with yon lonesome star a traek of brightness 

to the Blest. 

IV. 

Oh ! must it be that yisions whieh betimes we eateh 

of heayen, 
Are neyer seen but through the sparkling yista of our 

tears ? 
Must dreams of Paradise itseU partake of sorrow's 

leayen ? 
For when I wipe the drops away the pathway dis- 

appearp. 
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V. 

Tes, 80 'twould seem; nor woiild my soul in its im- 

patient longing 
Bef use to pay its tribute of predestined sobs and 

sighs ; 
Nor would my heart deny the tears whieli o'er mine 

eyes eome thronging, 
If sighs and tears eould only lead, f or eertain, to the 

skies. 

VL 

Nell! Nell! to-night 'tis not within mine 

arms thou'lt slumber, 
Thy sleep below is dreamless, and thy rest isdeathly 

stiU; 
Whiie all our soft earesses here in thought I sadly 

number, 
Thou liest numbed and lone within thy winding- 

sheet so ehill. 

vn. 

But rest, my Nell, restpeacefully ; andif somepow'r 

should hold thee, 
And will not let thy yoioe respond when mine doth 

plaintiye eall, 
If in thy narrow prison ohains of silenoe should en- 

f old thee, 
I'll speak to thee, lie still, my Nell, and listen to it 

all. 
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vm. 

How elear upon my heated brain is bumed tbat hated 

yision, 
When pale in palpitations palsied Fear rose up to 

tell, 
That thoU; my Nell, shouldst leave for aye my love 

f or lif e Elysian : 
When Heaven elaimed thee, Nell, my soul strode on 

alone towards Hell. 

IX. 

Kow, as I sit here mouming with the dark night 

gath'ring round me, 
I wonder if my sighs sound through the elay where 

thou art hid ; 
Or ean it be that af ter all whieh to thy dear lif e bound 

me, 
No word of mine ean penetrate within thy coffin lid. 

X. 

My child-wife! whither must I send my longing 

thought to meet thee ? 
Above thy grave I'm sighing, but thy spirit, is it 

there ? 
Where in the world of shadows ean my sad soul hope 

to greet thee ? 
Boam'st thou the earth in penitenee, or hover'st in 

the air ? 



NELL.- 19 



XI, 



Perhaps thy spirit lingers with the faded f orm that 

bore it, 
And sadly haunts its temple in its mouldering deeay; 
Or pining for its gentle mate in sorrow Autters o'er it, 
And longs in sweet reunion to reanimate its elay. 

XII. 

Canst thou haye f eeling yet, poor heart, with all that 

weight upon thee, 
To thrill to the remembranee how I elasped thee in 

mine arms P 

To reeolleet the sad hour when Death's terrors all 

were on thee, 
And I with burning kisses sought to soothen thine 

alarms ? 

XIII. 

'Twas f ruitless all, and eyen while thine eyes to mine 

respondedy 
Death stole a shroud between us and sereened all 

their light away ; 
Though with my arms a pale I drew, the goblin 

passed beyond it, 
And in their elasp plaeed heayily a load of heedless 

elay. 
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XIV. 

Aoeursed be Death ! wbat is He ? who gaye himthat 

eruel missioiiy 
To take tlie best, to leaye tbe worst, to spread un- 

bounded woe ; 
To dissipate all pleasing dreams, dispel eaeh happy 

yision, 
And over everything of joy a heap of earth to throw ? 

XV. 

Who told him take the souree of every noble aspira- 

tion P 
Who bade him with a hand of bone to shrivei all our 

years P 
Who told him drive the best of us to frenzied des- 

peration ? 
Who bade him all our ehoieest Aow'rs besprinkle 

with salt tears ? 

XVI, 

Nell ! thou knowest the speetre now, thou 

knowest his dark terror, 
Has he to serve a higher power, say if thou eanst 

tell ? 
My dead one ! whisper in the wind, and eure my 

soul of error, 
Is he a herald from the sky, or messenger of Hell ? 
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XVII. 

Lo ! tliere*s a mnrm'roTis wind that seareely bends 

the winter grasses, 
*Ti8 gentle as my Nell's sweet voice, it springs from 

out tlie sod, 
And soitly to my wond'ring ear it wliispers as it 

passes: 
Me^B amt to knoek all idoU down, he aer^es a Maeter — 

Qod! 

xvin. 

I*m kneeling by the oasement in tbe darkness, but 

my sorrow 
Has tumed to resignation wbile with daspSd hands 

I sue, 
Tbat wben my nigbt of grief is gone will dawn a 

glorious morrow 
Wben I will find my Nell, and witb ber 8erve tbat 

Master too ! 



TOTO AND SKIPPEE. 

I'k growing old and seedy noW| my bair is streaked 

witb gray, 
And all tbe friends are dropping o£f wboVe known 

me in my day ; 
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But I'm not all out Iriendless while IVe here on 

either hand 
My little eat from Hungary, my dogfrom Newfound- 

land. 

I boast no aeres broad and fair, I boast no worldly 

store, 
But Toto sits beside my ohair, and Skipper guards 

my door 
And many f olks, with all their wealth, ean't two sueh 

friends eommand, 
As my white eat from Hungary, my dog from New- 

foundland. 

How many men have killed themselyes when women 

proved unkind ? 
And f riends haye shown me out of sight, means also 

out of mind : 
For one kind word my puss will purr, my dog will 

liek my hand — 
Poor faithful eat from Hungary, good dbg from 

Newfoundland. 

Ah, mind you, they haye hearts those things, and 

kindly f eelings too, 
And mean to sympathise with us in many things 

they do ; 



k 
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The God wlio made botli you and me, made too, I 

understand, 
Old lady tliere from Hungary, old boy from New- 

foundland. 

It's just five years ago to-nigbt sinee wife lay baek 

and died ; 
"Well, if you heard how that dog whined and how 

that eat there eried, 
As round her new-made grave we stood a small 

but mournful band— 
Myself, this brute from Hungary, and that from 

Newfoundland. 

My daughter, she disgraeed my name ; my son's a 

worthless lad ; 
I met but little kindness f rom what Ghristian f riends 

rve had ; 
But here are things whieh in my need still by my 

side will stand — 
Friend Toto there from Hungary, friend Skip from 

Newfoundland. 

They have no voice to slander me, no mind to plan 

me wrong, 
No souls that I ean help to damn with half the 

human throng ; 
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They're nobler far than thousands are of Ghristians 

in the land — 
Poor unblest eat from Hungary, dumb dog from 

Kew^oundland. 

Tliey tell me wlien those things will die, they'll die 

f or good and all ; 
But, bless you, that a pieee of human impudenee I 

ealll 
And at the great Etemal Gate I'll be inelined to 

stand 
To eall my eat f rom Hungary, my dog from New- 

foundland. 



TO MY BOY. 

Thb sun 's gone down ; 'tis time my little boy, 

Thou wert asleep upon thy father's knee ; 
The day is done, thou'rt weary of eaeh toy ; 

The birds are nestling in the f orest tree. 
With birds, and Aow'rs, and sunlight thou must go 

Into the sweetness of untroubled rest; 
Adown the hills the winds are erooning low, 

To lull thee to thy sleep upon my breast. 

Thou hast bright noons before thee yet, I hope, 
And summer days to kiss Life's gaudy toys ; 

Gay ehanging hours like thy kaleidoseope, 
Of yaried hues and maDy-eoloured joys. 
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And wlien the niglit oomes^ wlien thj day is past, 
And all Time's iurrows nnmbered on tliy brow; 

Mayst thou as ealmly in tlie graye at last 
Sleep on thy f ather's breast as thou dost now. 

Ahy so you heard me? Nay, then, do not weep, 

For, boy, perhaps before thy day is done, 
Thoult long, like me, to drop into thy sleep, 

And weaiy think thy sands too slowly run. 
So rest thee, ehild ; f or better it were so, 

Than that thine arms from round my neek should 
faU, 
And thou alone into a graye should go, 

With no fond breast to sleep on there at all. 

And yet 'tis not the f ear that in thy mom 

A shroud may trip thee on Youth's gladsome way, 
I do not dread that, friendless and f orlom, 

Thou'it sink unhonoured in thy Lif e^s deoay. 
Nay, none of these ; but that thou dost not know, 

Nor wilt thou value till perhaps he's gone, 
Half thy fond parent's eare and love and woe — 

The heavy eyes are elosed — Good-nigbt, my son. 
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LOVE. 

What is Love ? 

Would you know ? 

List to me. 
A golden beam made the small stream its bed, 
A wayelet rose to kiss it, and it fled. 

I saw a beauteous yision, ere *twas o'er 
I craved to make it real — I saw no more. 

A blusliing rose most tempting perf umes shed, 
I plaeed it in my bosom and — ^'twas dead ! 

Around my heart was twined a mystie ebain, 
My lieart beneatb it swelled — ^it burst in twain. 

A sweet yet buming Aame my bosom fired ; 
I fanned it — ^Aashing brightly, it expired. 

Sueh is Love ; 
It was so, 
And will be. 



m PAiN. 

It is midnight ; the blast whistles by 

Wearily, 
And the mist-elouds aeross the moon fly 

Drearily, 
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While the wayes ever beat 
Gliding darkly and fleet 
In a ghostly retreat 

On their way. 

And the sigh of the wind to my heart 

Saddening, 
Though 'tis deathly, it still is in part 

Maddening ; 
So mueh 80 that I eraye, 
As I wateh eaeh dark waye, 
For a last restless graye 
In its depth. 

On the waming buoy sad tolls the bell 

Ghillingly, 
And it rings its monotonous kneU, 

Eilling me 
With the thought that it doles 
Its dull death-telling tolls 
For the many poor souls 

Deep entombed. 

Like a ^ustiee-ehased wreteh in her Aight 

Oheerlessly 
Speeds our ship through the darkness of night 

•Eearlessly. 
Ah, the heart seeking rest 
In a turbulent breast, 
Is, alas ! just as pressed 
For its peaee. 



/ 
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A BALLAD. 

Let monarehs fight to show their might, 

Let fools ]ump up to help 'em, 
Let Eussian bears skulk from their lairs, 

And Turks go out to skelp 'em ; 
Let brawlers think and Ohristians plan 

To murder one another — 
The wide world is my natiye land, 

And every man's my brother. 

Let poets sing of ]oys that eling 

Around the home that bore us, 
And hold it good to shed our blood 

Beneath the flag that's o'er us ; 
But I maintain there is no gain 

If we good f eelings smother — 
The world should be our natiye land, 

And every man a brother. 

Though seas may flow and forests grow 

Betwixt two sons of Adam, 
Haye they a right to rage and fight 

As if the deyil had 'em ? 
Your ereed, your eountry, or your hue 

To me ean give no bother — 
The wide world is our native land, 

And you must be my brother. 
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All in my heart haye equal part, 

I want no man to f ear me ; 
Your yiews to meet must I go beat 

Another who's as near me P 
There's not a strife that's worth a life 

'Twixt sons of the same mother — 
When all the world's our natiye land, 

And eyery man a brother. 

Suppose I b]ed or lost my head 

For eountry, gain, or glory, 
What good to me, when dead eould be, 

Your statue, stave, or story. 
Nay, while I liye 1*11 e'er despii^e 

Sueh empty prate and pother, 
And deem the world my natiye land, 

And eyery man a brother. 



AN EYENING HYMN. 

Mere du lon Duu ! now the daylight is f ading, 

SunAow'rs are elosing, the light dew doth f all ; 
Under the yine-trees more deep grows the shading, 
Woodbines are elinging more elose to the wall. 
Gold streaks deeUning, 
Brooding doyes pining, 
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"Wrapt in the shadows soon Nature will be 

Hope is not eheering, 

Sadly I*m f earing ; 
Mere du hon Bieu ! wilt Thou Ipok over me ? 

Mere du hon Bieu I now the twilight is falling, 

Mere du hon Dieu / over f orest and hiil, 
No lon^er the herd from the pasture is ealling, 
Earth is a-sleeping, all nature is still. 
Daylight is dying, 
Forest winds sighing, 
Birds homeward eome to the nest in the tree ; 

Hope is forsaking, 
My weak heart is breaking ; 
Mere du hon Dieu / wilt Thou wateh over me ? 

Mere du hon Dieu / now the night angels hover, 

Shading the tired world to sleep with their wings ; 
Out from yon jagged eloud t*he moon, like a lover, 
Lists to the tale whieh the nightingale sings ; 

Trilling so sweetly, 

While the elouds Aeetly 
Sail in the white light o'er woodland and sea ; 

Night falls so dreary, 

My heart grows a-weary : 
Oh Queen with the star-erown, keep wateh over me. 
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THE SGRIBE. 

The sun has gone down and eoneluded f or some 

The toil of the day whieh with daylight is o'er ; 
The hour of my little ones' bed-time has eome, 

I rise up to answer the taps at my door. 
They rush in to kiss me, I bow down my head 

Among their sof t arms to be hugged and earessed; 
They wish me good-night, for they're going to bed; 

Good-night, little birdies, run off to your nest. 

They're gone. All is hushed, save the serateh of my 
pen, 

As filling the paper it empties my brains ; 
I sigh for our lot, we poor singers 'moug men, 

How hard is our work and how small are our gaius. 
Don't mind, I will toil, till my strength is all gono, 

I'll fight out the fight, and 1*11 struggle my best ; 
No matter how I, the old bird, may toil on, 

While those little ehiekens are snug in their nest. 

It's weary and hard to be toiling for bread, 

When only the loaf for the day one ean get ; 
It's weary and hard that the tears we must shed 

Won't keep us from shedding as many tears yet. 
But steady a minute, what more ean I need P 

And am I not still undeseryedly blest 
As long as I gather 8ufficient to feed 

Those poor little birdies so snug in their nest ? 
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At times, when my road is more rugged and jaggedy 
And o'er the dark prospeet not one eheering ray ; 

If I thought not of them, oh ! my spirit quite f agged 
"Would f alter, and hopelessly f aint by the way. 

Yet, happen what may, I will never give in, 
But tussle and wrangle, nay, labour with zest, 

The least little grain of subsistenee to win, 

. To f eed these poor ehiekens asleep in their nest. 

I know very well there will soon eome a night, 

When quite wearied out with the toil and the eare, 
When sighing f or rest I'll relin^uish the fight, 

And, maybe, f ull-harnessed die here in my ehair. 
When f or the last time they'U have bade me good- 
night, 

And f or the last time IVe been kissed and earess'd 
Ah ! Jesu look down in thy mercif ul might, 

And find for my ehiekens a sheltering nest. 



OBLATION. 

Take, Lord divine, ev'ry thought and aetion, 
Take, gentle Ohrist, ev'ry tear and sigh ! 

Almighty God, take Thy meed of homage, 
The hours I live and the hour I'U die. 
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Alas I I'm poor ; not a single yirtue 

Haye I to offer bef ore Thy tbrone ; 
I seek a gift, but I find with sorrow, 

'Tis but mj sins I ean eall my own. 

Didst Tbou not giye me a preeious treasure, 

Of lif e to hold f or a Aeeting day ? 
And I haye soiled it ; but Lord, remember 

That I am of earth and my hands are elay. 

Ask when Thou wilt I shall ^eely render, 
All Thou hast giyen, though stained it be ; 

It bears the marks of my eyil nature, 
Its eleansing, Lord, I must leaye to Thee. 

If Thou»lt aeeept of a soul disfigured, 
I'U giye — I'U giye it with free aeoord ; 

And, though 'tis blurred by the breath of passion, 
'Twas onee Thy likeness — then take it, Lord ! 

If eyes bedimmed by earth's tears and shadows 

Can bear the beams of etemal bliss ; 
If lips that uttered the praise of idols 

Oan meet Thy brow in penitent kiss. 

If hands grown stiff in Thine enemy's seryiee 
Oan eyer be f olded to praise and pray ; 

If f eet tired wand'ring through yales of error 
Oan leam no more from Thy paths to stray 
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Aeeept them, Lord, they are TLine, Thine only 
Aeeept them, eleanse them, and makethem -whole; 

And take the wish that I'd more to offer 
Than sin-stained gifts and an erring soul. 



AT PARTING. 

Ah ! it is not woeks nor days 

That of lif e-time are tho measure, 

Nor how of t the sun of pleasure 
O'er our pathway sheds its rays, 

To the ehurehyard as we go, 

Straight, though ling'ring, sure though slow. 

So, my friends, eount not the years 
Whieh so long together found us, 
But the tender links that bound us, 

Interwoye withjsmiles and tears ; 
Not the brightest, longest ehain, 
But the strongest, will remain. 

Fare you well ! you quaint old town, 

And the loved ones in you dwelling, 

Whilst within me I am quelling 
All my heart's sad f eelings down. 

Friends onee tried are tested gold 

Fare you well, oh, scenesof old 
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THE VOICE IN THE GHOIE. 

While in the ehureh, at holy Mass to-day, 
I heard them sing a ** Gloria '* "whieh often, 

When in my early youth I knelt to pray, 
My heartstorings used to sof ten. 

The Bun was streaming through the tinted pane, 
Ju8t as it streamed on summer Sundays olden, 

And f rom the eoloured rays my wand'ring brain 
Heealled a yision golden. 

The simple air bore sadly baek to me 

Long faded hopes, and raised long slumberiiig 
feeling, 
Till like one pausing on the deek at sea 

To hear his ehureh bell pealing, 

I hung upon eaeh ehord, and through my heart 
It eehoed baek o'er years and seenes long hidden, 

While from my eyes I felt in fulness start 
A flood of tears unbidden. 

There as I knelt attentiye to the ehoir, 

Yanished the priest and pious eongregation, 

And eyery breath that swept o'er Memory's lyre 
Oalled up an ineantation. 
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Onee more I worshipped in tlie saered pile 
"Wherein of old I prayed a youth light-hearted, 

And round me lowly bending in the aisle 
Were forms long sinee departed. 

High oyer all, the ehant and murmured prayers, 
One Yoioe went Aoating, trembling with emotion, 

As Boaring heayenward an angel bears 
An o£Pering of deyotion. 

Ah ! this it was that ^lled my eyes with tears, 
And set the mellow peals of memory ringing ; 

Thy Yoiee again unto my traneed ears 
This Oloria was singing. 

So did thy songs lif t in the olden days, 
My earthly loye to homage more supernal ; 

So do thy songs blend in with angels' praise 
In eantides etemal. 

And as they sang at holy Mass to-day, 
Perhaps it may haye been in merey giyen, 

To hear thy sweet yoiee teaehing me to pray 
From out the ehoir of Heayen. 



k 
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TO BEOTHEE C ^LL 

Of, thou who Btandest near the door, 

As Peter stands att heayen's gate, 
To show thy guests thy ehoieest store, 
Thy plaee " to labour and to wait." 

Beleetorarious, 
Had I a thousand pens I'd f ail 
Half thy attentions to detail, 
So yarious. 

Thy yery hand upon the loek 

Hath a kind toueh eaeh guest doth know 
And, like thy Lord, the humblest knoek 
To answer thou art never slow. 

While any other 
Might be alert f or gain or pelf 
Thou merely triest to show thyself 
A hrother, 

Thy pride from duty ne'er to swerve 
Thy duty ne'er to pride to yield ; 
Thy highest honour is to serye, 
Thy seryiee is with honour sealed. 

And thy attentions 
No oompliments doth interlard ; 
Thou know'st in heaven they but regard 
Intentions. 
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Oh, Brother ! — let me eall thee so — 

Oh, thou who seekest the lowliest part, 
l'd give the whole world's wealth to kno w 
The seerets o^ thy humble heart. 
One eommon Eather 
We elaim, but ere His face I'd see 
That thou shouldst earnest plead for me, 
I'd rather/ 

When to my long-sought home on high, 

AU dust-stained I toil timidly ; 
May'st thou be there when I apply 
To ope the jasper gates for me, 
With love supernal, 
To breathe a word f or my alloys, 
And bi i me enter into joys 
Eternal. 



ODE EOR THE MOORE OENTENNIAL, 1879. 

Beside the solemn-sounding sea 
When in the west the weary day 
Was sinking in tranquillity, 
And out aeross the oeean lay 
The golden traek where went the sun — 
His presenee glorifying his path 
As when — his heating revels done — 
Some Pasha hies him to his bath 
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Maid Erin sat. As slow the tide 
Grept snake-like o'er the ereas^d sands, 
She leant her head upon her hands 

And sighed. 

Tor, oh, the hour was lone, 

And in sad undertone, 

The wayes in eeaseless flow 

Around her feet 

Unwearied beat, 
And their song was a song of woe. 

Low drooped her head upon her breast, 
While tingeing all the evening air ; 
The sunrays from the erimson West 
Sent bumished glory through the hair 
That o*er her gracef ul shoulders streamed ; 
So fair it shone, so bright it gleamed, 
That like some dying saint she seemed, 
Who, by sweet Hope unfaltering led, 
Longs for the summons to depart ; 
And feels, though pain may doud the heart, 
Already heayen's glory plays around the head. 

A harp was near, as though just east, 
Aside from out her trembling hands : 
Its ehords lay slaekened on the sands, 
Its saddest notes its last. 
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As eyer and anon with mghB, 
'Waye-kissing winds aeross it stole ; 
They nnto^saddest thoughts gaye rise 

That piereed the maiden's soul. 
For now the glorious day was dead, 
From out the West the light had fled, 

And in the shadowy sea, 
She saw reAeeted blaekened elouds, 
That gathered o'er her head like shrouds, 
And as the sweeping skirts of palls trailed all along 
thelea. 

And the wayes eame inward stealing, 
Swelling like an organ's pealing 

On the pebbled shore. 
Playing, as if Nature's seaboard 
Were a yast resounding key-board 
O'er whieh mystie fingers laboured 

Eyer, eyer more. 

Lone maid Erin sat, while down 
Sad the sorrowing night deseended ; 
Then the twilight, sober brown, 
O'er the heayens slowly wended, 
Looking yainly f or the light, 
For the glories all departed ; 
Eollowing the sunbeams bright 
O'er the traek where late they darted. 
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Ali ! thouglit Erin, with a sigh, 

I too watehed my glories die, 

Fading, one by one. 

Betrayed, f orsaken in my sorrow, 

Vainly watehing f or a morrow, 

Weary mixing bitter tears 

With those waters all these years ; 

Till they haye eaught the brine of woe, 

From these drops eontinual flow, 

And now the night doth find me all alone. 

Soft sang the wayes a lullaby, 
Boeking to and fro, 

Like the little birds that lie 

eioser when the areher's nigh, 

Fearful of his bended bow, 
Twittering, twittering low. 

Soon did the yiolent and gusty night 

Deseend upon the bosom of the sea, 

And startling all the drowsy wayes in frighty 

With wildest minstrelsy, 

Oareer upon the fierce, untrammelled wind, 

And toss the heayens with a ruthless hand ; 

While on the shrouded shore poor Erin pined, 

And started at eaeh lurid Aaming brand 

That Lightning threw athwart the blaekened sky, 

For she was watehing, with an anxious eye, 

The long-predieted dawn. 
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But lo ! 
There eomes upon lier woe, 
Througli tlie darkness and tlie storm 
A youtli of mortal mien and f orm, 

Bright-browed and noble-souled, 
As if the pow'rs had vainly tried 
A beam of heaven's light to hide 
In shrine of earthly mould. 

He paused to hear her sighs 
And then, to soothe her soul to rest, 
He eaught the harp unto his breast, 
With magie musie in his voice and rapture in his 

eyes. 
He struek the ehords, and at the sound 
The maiden raised and looked around 
To see whenee save from Heaven eould eome 
Sueh tones, through strings, so long, so 8orrowfully 
dumb. 



But the wondrous bard appealing, to the maiden's 

softest f eeling, 
Oalled f orth ehords that seemed the voice of Pity 

to a suff 'rer's ear ; 
To dissolving sadness sooth^d woes that were in 

time eongealing, 
While the gentle maid enraptured bent her graceful 

head to hear. 
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And witli slow earessing fingers, like tlie summer 

breath tliat lingers 
In tlie forests to sing melodies aboye new-fallen 

leayes. 
Eieli numbers lie flung round her, broke tlie evil 

spell tliat bound her, 
While the wind's loud roar was softened to the 

voice of one that grieves. 

But soon the notes he ehanged, 
And with nimble Angers ranged, 
Through the quick heart-throbbing measure, 
That told of joy and pleasure. 
With a full reverberation, 
Though eaeh ehord were a pulsation, 
Erom some heart's wild palpitation 
Springing ; 
His song soared high as bome on 

angel wings, 
His soul flinging 
In his singing, 
As if a bird were prisoned in his strings. 

All the land grew brighter, lighter 
Beat the maiden's heart within her, 
In strains erst heard never, ever 
Sought the wondrous bard to win her 

To the thoughts of happier days. 
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And tlie Borrow-laden maiden 
Pelt lier sonl with mirtli entraneing ; 
Wliile the stars eame list'ning, glist'ning, 
And the sea seemed gaily daneing 
To the singer's merry lays. 
And next in sof ter notes his strains he woYOy 
To tell the maiden of the sweets of loye, 
While she drew near to list the duleet lay 
Searee longing to behold the morning's ray. 
At every ehord, at eaeh delieious tum, 
Her soid, with fires impassioned, seemed to bum. 
He watehed the blushes to her sof t eheek rise, 
He saw the lambent glanees in her eyes ; 
She wished her harp were eorded with her tresses 
So she might f eel the stroke of his earesses. 
His heart was eager its f ull strains to pour, 
Her heart stood listening, eager to hear more. 

Then the enehanter ehanged his tone, 
And sung of lands beyond the sea, 
Where ripens in a warmer zone 
The Tambu and the Amra-tree ; 
Where in the halls the tabors beat 
And maidens sing the ziraleet : 
Where Bulbuls eharm Oathayan bow'rs, 
And Earth is oarpeted with llow're. 
So well the bard the pietures drew 
Of Eastem sweets and luxury, 
That Erin, in the moonlight sea, 
8&W aJl the seenes before her yiew 



ODE FOR THB MOOBB eENTmNlAL, 1879. 45 

— The gorgeous elouds aeross the sky 

Moved like a grand proeession by, 

The stars seemed lamps that hung alight 

From palaoe domes to ehase the night. 

The glist'ning pebbles on the shore 

Shone ]ewels on a silyered Aoor ; 

Bioh perfumed breezes round her f anned, 

The wayelets Aowing to the land, 

And rattling o'er the sounding shells 

Were daneing girls with zones of bells — 

So sweet her thoughts, so bright the seeming 

O'ereome by the Enohanter's spell 

In a delieious sleep she f ell, 

And reyelled in yoluptuous dreaming. 

But hark ! 
What sound was that whieh sudden broke 
Tlpon her ear ? — She starting woke, 
And saw the harper standing nigh, 
With eager face and straining eye 
Gazing upon the Eastem sky ; 
Where, heralds of the moming nigh, 
Bright Day-beams piereed the Dark. 

It was the Dawn, the glorious Dawn, 

Desoending on the mountains ; 
The Night had half her pall withdrawn 

From o£E the yales'and fountain8. 
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And Erin hailed tli' expected light 

Of Liberty foretold lier, 
And blessed tlie bard wbo through tbe nigbt 

Of sorrow had eonsoled her. 

And tbougli tbe magie Yoiee is stilledy 
And Death their loye did seyer, 

His words dear Erin's soid haye filled 
For eyer, and for ever. 

The years haye fled sinee first his heart 
Beat quick to hear his eountry's wrongs ; 
And yet, if we but breathe his songs, 
Unbidden tears of Pity start. 

The dust lies thiek aboye his um, 
But as upon his page we traee 
The heaped-up misery of our raee 
Our souls with indignation bum. 

The magie of his fertile pen, 
Its loye, its f eryour, and its wit, 
The yaried lights his soid that lit 
Haye neyer left our land sinee then. 

"When other bards her praise allure, 
Our Erin may ineline her ear ; 
Bestow the smile or shed the tear, 
Her heart throbs only for her MOOEE. 
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THE SLEDGE AND THE PEN. 

The breezy dawn lias seareely ealled tlie skylark 

from his nest. 
The thrusli eaged in the yillage street is ruffling 

f rom his rest, 
When IronsideSy my neighbour, opens wide his 

smithy door, 
And, eager f or his labour, sets his furnace in a roar; 
For he's a ehild of nature, and he bums no mid- 

night oil ; 
The sun he knows was hung in Heayen to light men 
to their toil. 

Glang, eling f alls his sledge, 
Oreak his bellows go ; 
eiang, eling f alls his sledge, 
Bright his irons glow. 
Ho! ho! there's health in heavy toil, there's 
bread in every blow. 

In early mom, throughout the day, until the sun's 

deeline, 
I hear his anyil ring its tune, I see his fumace shine ; 
No sullen toiler is he, when the mid-day meal is 

o'er, 
His wif e brings forth his little boy and sits outside 

the door 
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And tunes a lilting lullaby to the anyil's pleasant din, 

The song tliat sootlies her baby neryes the sturdy arm. 

within. 

eHang, eling f alls tlie sledge, 

Sweet her voice and low ; 

eHang, eling f alls the sledge, 

Oreak the bellows go, 

Till baby drops a slumbering to the soiind of 

voice and blow. 

Thriee happy are you, neighbour mine, with all your 

toilsome ways, 
Tour nights of well-won slumber and your bright 

bread-winning days ; 
Tour busy arm, your easy mind, your happy laek of 

lore, 
Are nobler boast than heritage of land or golden 

store : 
Ah, eould you know that I who wateh you work 

with heayy eye, 
Who list the musie of your yoiee and see your red 

sparks fly, 
Oft wonder if amidst your toil it enters in your ken 
That all your iron sledge's load is lighter than a pen. 

eiang, eling, swing your sledge, 
In your f umaee glow ; 
Olang, eling, swing your sledge 
Busy to and fro. 
How happy would my days be were my lot to 
labour so ! 
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The sweat upon your manly brow is a covenant witli 

God, 
You aehe your heart for no man's bread, your brain 

at no man's nod, 
And only Motber Nature holds the sovereign eontrol 
O'er the fine f eelings of your heart and passions of 

your soul. 
Tou eannot know what 'tis to be the property of all, 
To own no self, to know no rest, obey eaeh heedless 

eall; 
To smile in grief, to weep in ]oy, a thought-maehine 

'mong men, 
To have for staff on life's rough road nought but 
the f agging pen. 

Glang, eling swings your sledge, 
Greak your bellows go ; 
eHang, eling rings your sledge, 
Bright the irons glow. 
Well, every life must have its lot, there's weal 
f or every woe. 



TWO MEMOEIES. 
{Ma!/, 1879.) 

Erin ! Maid of sorrow, f rom thine eye, 
How long will the salt stream of grief deseend ? 
How long will sadness in thy soft smiles blend— 
Thine every heart-throb mated to a sigh P 
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Searee liad the hawtlioni-eireled arm of May 
Brouglit round thelhundreth birthday of thy son — 
The sweet-voiced lyrist who Fame*s laurels won, 
And thou stoodst by to eelebrate the day, 
Than, woe ! there eomes the speetre of the tombs, 
Thy faithful henehman from thy side to eall, 
Thy voice of power to smother with a pall, 
And leave thy bark unruddered 'mid the glooms. 
The summer brings thee in the self-same breath 
Thy Moore's Centennial birth, thy Butt's too pre- 
sent death. 



THE LEGEND 0F WALTHOFF THE SAXON. 

I HAVE read in ehronieles olden 

Of the distant Norman time, 
When William, the son of " The Devil," * 

O'er the land spread blood and erime. 

When all subdued, but sullen, 

At his f eet lay the Saxon land, 
As after the oonAagration 

Lies a blaekened, smouldering brand ; 

How, as written by Orderie Vital, 
Through the nation throbbed again 

A pang, not of strength but emotion, 
Like the wounded dying in pain ; 

* Hia /ather was Robert \e "Di«\Ae, 
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And eounsels were held in darkness, 

And whispers went forth at night 
That, to win baek the erown of Harold, 

The conquered would rise in might. 

Ralph of Norfolk and Roger Qf Hereford, 

Both men who eould dare and do, 
Had leagued with Walthoff the Saxon, 

The pious, brave and true. 

And o'er Norwieh's walls their standard, 
With a blessing, was swung in air, 

But first did Walthoff the pious 
Bow down before God in prayer. 

He said : " Lord, I'll be busy 

This day, and I may f orget Thee, 
But, for the sake of all Thy passion, 

O Lord, forget not me." 

He rose to the shoek and the eombat, 
His blows f ell like drops when it rains, 

But at sunset his arm grew weary — 
Too weary to earry his ehains. 

For William, son of " The Devil," 

With numbers had won the day ; 
Balph of Norf olk had Aed, and Hereford 

To prison was bome away. 
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But for Walthoff tlie Saxoii — ^the monareh 
With the fire of reyenge in his eye — 

Swore by the splei^dours of Heaven 
E'er three suns had set he'd die. 

Two passed— 'twas the f reshness of springtime ; 

The dawn of an April day 
On the blaek peaks of the mountains 

Like a shroud on a eatai alque lay. 

The eoeks had ^'ust sung their matins, 

And the citizens were a-bed, 
When f orth from the town of Winehester 

Waltho^ the Saxon was led. 

On the mount whereon theyVe builded 

To Giles, the abbot and saint, 
A ehurehy in the ehillness of moming 

Stood the patriot, weary and f aint. 

To the headsman, all impatient, 

The o£GLcer of the king 
Urged speed, lest any misehanees 

To the town the news might bring. 

For they felt that the people loved him 
80, that if they beheld that sight, 

They would gain new strength f rom his lif e-blood 
And again arise in might. 
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But Walthoff, turning, said, "Pr*ytliee 

Hasten not yet till I say 
Tlie words in whieli Ghrist the bless^d 

Onee taught us all to pray." 

They fell baek while, with arras extended, 
He gazed at the brightening skies, 

And went through the Pater Noster, 
While tears eame Aooding his eyes. . 

The words of the beautif ul prayer — 

Eamiliar, pathetie, sublime — 
Eehoed warm from the lips of the Preaeher 

Through the yast eathedral of Time 

Moyed his heart, and he paused with emotion 
When he'd said the words, ^*Etne nos 

Indueas in tentationem^^^ 

And gazed awhile at his f oes — 

Silent, as if he forgaye them : 

But, with an impatient frown, 
His glaiye aloft swung the headsman, 

And Walthoff in blood was struek down. 

And those who around assembled 

Had smiled to hear him pray, 
Said moekingly to the headsman, 

** He'U not finish his Pater to-day." 
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Wlien lo ! as tlie trunk f ell bleeding, 
The head rolled over, and tlien 

The dead lips uttered " Sed Uhera 
NoB a malo, Amen,** 

In a voice distinet they spake them 
So that all about should hear, 

And thus died Walthoff the pious, 
Tn the April time of year. 



AT SATOEY. 

No. 1. — PkISONERS " EN E0T7TB." 

Jban. — Oome along, my Jeannette, keep your proud 

spirit high, 
This is bitter, I know, to a &ail thing like you, 
But remember, ma petite, 'tis only to die, 
And that, sooner or later, we all have to do. 
There is comf ort in this — 

That you, with your woman's hands helpfully strove 
To have liberty dawn o'er the land we both love ; 
80, then, give me a kiss, 

For I see by your mien and the glanee of your eye, 
YoTL will stand by our side, and not Aineh, but defy 
Their battery — 

To show that eanaille, like the noblest, ean die 
To-morrow at Satory. 
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Jeaiot5tte. — What a tone you assume I Am I one 

who's af raid ? 
Had I been I'd haye tumed in tliat bouleyard and 

run; 
At tbe moutb of tbeir eannon I was not dismayed, 
Therefore, why should I tremble in front of a gun, 
Nay, my bosom 1*11 bare, 
Quite exposed to the gaze of the men as do all 
Their aristoerat dames when they Airt at a ball, 
And f or what should I eare ? 
Be they ever so stupid, they'll know it is not 
Their Aattery 

I*m desirous of eourting but merely their shot 
To-morrow at Satory. 



No. 2. — In the Hotel. 

Come, arise it is dawn ; see ! away in the East 
The white angels of moming haye wakened the Sun, 
His bright eoursers are ready and now he's begun 
To array himself out like a king f or a f east. 
On what looks he to-day ? 

Hark, what elanging is that, what a elatter of feet, 
Quick ! fling open the easement, look into the street! 
What a long file of soldiers, and marehing between 
Oo both women and men, all defiant in mien ! 
They are passing this way. 
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Just bebold tliat young fellow, and liow proud by 

bis side 
Steps tbe maiden, bis sweetbeart, or maybe bis 

bride. 
Ab, 'tis true ; I'd f orgot ; 

Tbougb tbeir beads are ereet, and tbey seem to de^y 
Tbe dread doom tbat awaits tbem, tbey go fortb to 

die — 
Tes — going to be sbot. 

No. 3. — On thb Plain. 

Here we are — let us pause— wbat a beautif ul day ! 
Wby, a pageant tbis seems, or some festal array. 
Brisk and gay look tbe troops in tbeir dress and 

parade, 
Oalm before tbem stand manbood, and matron, and 

maid. 
Wateb tbat officer's sword — 
'Tis tbe signal ! — A erasb I — ^Wbat a loud yell of 

pain! 
Ob, great Heayen! tbe life-blood is tingeingtbe plaiui 
In a red river poured. 

Ab, woe wben sueb rain falls to moisten a land ! 
Draw a-near ; — see tbose two side by side wbere we 

stand, 
Witb their f eatures so set ; 
In tbe sunligbt tbey lie, tigbtly dasped band in 

band — 
Tbey are Jean and Jeannette. 
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THE SINNER IN THE KAIN. 

The rain is f alling in gilded beads, 
Tlie eartli is refreslied as by lioly elirism, 

The trees, like neopbyteSy bow their heads 
Under the waters of baptism. 

Gtod is bending His beautiful bow, 
Tinged with the beams of His light supemal, 

And He stretehes it forth o'er the earth to show 
His ]ustice is long, butHis loye etemal. 

The sun looks out athwart the sky, 
To give the revivified earth a blessing ; 

And over the woodlands the breezes sigh, 
As penitents sigh when their sins conf essing. 

Now the world is eleansed, and no soil remains, 
And the fields laugh baek at the skies redeeming ; 

But / stand hardened here still in my stains 

Though to wash me the blood of a God fell 
streaming 1 
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THE OAMPANEEO * 

AwED and alone in tlie presenee of God, 

Through tlie forest's dim aisle I pondered ; 
While o'er me tlie boughs bent witli rustle and nod, 
And 'neatli me sweet f ragranee arose f rom the sod, 
And the wind was mj mate as I wandered. 

Lost in tbe maze 'mid the odorous gloom, 

With the world all shut out from my yision, 
I knelt trembling down in the wonderful bloom, 
As one who sinks pleasantly into his tomb, 
While he revels in dreams elysian. 

The yelp of the touean was eehoing shrill 

As, 'mid sounds and sights ethereal, 
There mingled along with the rush of the rill 
The sidulous note of the lone whip-poor-will, 

And the Aight of pinions aerial. 

* '* The fifth speeies is the eelebrated Oampanero of the Spa- 
niardsi ealled Dara by the Indians, and bell-bird by the Eng- 
lish. His plumage is white as below, Qn his forehead rises a 
spiral tube nearly three inehes long. It has a eommunieation 
with the palate, and -when filled with air looks Uke a spire • 
when empty it beeomes pendulous. His note is loud and elear 
like the sound of a bell. He pays the tribute of a momingand 
eyening soug. You hear his toll, tben a pause for a minute 
then another toll, and then a pause-. and then a toll, and again 
a pause . . . like a distant eonyent bell.*' — WeUerUm^s Wander' 
ings in South Ameriea. 
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I ihouglit not of home, nor siglied I f or friend, 

Nor f elt I regret or sadness ; 
For I saidy '^ Of my life let sueli peaoe be the end, 
And here my tired f ootsteps f or ever will wend, 
Apart from life's whirl and madness. 

Neyer more unto me in this perf umed glade 
Shall eome aught for the heart's undoing ; 

No sighs of a mother, no kiss of a maid ; 

No wildering pleasures, like wantons arrayed, 
To maketrialof Passion's subduing." 

'Then rising, I swayed in a bush-rope swing, 

While round through the morass wheeling, 
A houtou sailed on his bright blue wing, 
When, lo ! on a sudden I heard the elear ring 
Of a bell in the distanee pealing. 

It tolled, then stopped, then it tolled again, 

The strains were eyen and measured, 

And I held my heart with a ory of pain, 

For the sound touehed something that hidden had 
lain 

In its inner reeesses entreasured. 

Again it uprose on the breezes, and, 

O'er an oeean of swaying leayes rolling, 
Made me maryel to think some lone friar's hand 
Oouldthe Angelus ehimes in that desolate land 
From monastie tower be tolling. 
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Away througli tlie seents of tlie olou-trees, 
Througli tlie tangles of sylvan alleys, 

And eagerly over tlie gilded leas, 

And down wliere the wourali poisoned the breeze 
As it swayed in tlie dim-lit valleys, 



I sped : f or I yeamed at tlie sound of that bell 

For a lane tliat bounded a wildwood, 

And a eot that looked out froin a primrose-trimmed 

dell, 
Where the log-fire winked warm when the ehill 

shadows f ell 

In the long-gone days of my ehildhood. 

I sped : for my soul had gone baok to a gate 

Whieh oped on a lane May-laden, 
Where the glow-worms shone bright when the 

moments grew late, 
And with heart-throbs of love I of t stood to await 

The embraee of a brown-haired maiden. 

I sped : f or I thought me of long-vanished noons, 

And an ivied ehureh by a river, 
Whose bell rang to prayer in reverent tunes 
Till the air seemed resounding with mystieal rones 

Of praises and blessings f or ever. 
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I sped : all unlieediiig tlie pipiyo's eall, 
And out by tlie seant-wooded purlieus 

I skirted along by baywa-trees tall, 

And f elt the sweet resin-drops o£P their leayes fall 
Wlien shook by tbe searlet eurlews. 

Nearer and nearer tlie startling notes rolled 

O'er tlie strangest of fauna and flora, 
Till at length I stood wondering and mute to behold 
That a snow-f eathered bird the rieh eadenees toUed 

From the top of a waying mora. 

O'er his forehead a pendulous tube was hung 
With the Aaunt of a Spanish sombrero ; 

Plaeeid it lay as his anthem he'd sung ; 

But spiral it raised when his peals he rung, — 
'Twas the bell-bird, the Oampanero. 

The measured peals f rom the f eathered dome, 

Perehed there on a pinnade airy, 
And the solemn, dim wood, eaiused my f anoy to roam 
To Nazareth of old, a poor earpenter's home, 

And a Yirgin whose name was Mary. 

! most marrellous was it to loiter there, 

And listening in admiration, 
To think that God, by a means so rare, 
In that forest unpeopled, reealled the pray'r 

Of Angelieal Salutation. 
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Self-love may Aatter us, worms of the sod, 

And Pride tlirow a glamour about us ; 
"We must own that the power and splendour of God 
Who inspires by His breath, and ereates by His nod, 
Is glorified ever without us. 



AN IDYL 0F THE LirEEY. 

See where the 8weet-voiced lark uprising triUs 
His heavenly hymns ; the drowsy-seented Aow'rs, 
Awakened by his matins, ope their leaves 
And bathe their beauty in Aurorean dew ; 
Drop-laden grasses sparkle, and the mists 
Bise f rom the rousing valleys where fche herd 
Trudges behind the kine ; the bright-eyed maids 
Stand laughing at the f armyard gate, in wait 
To ease the bursting udder of its load. 
Down through yon meadow, where the early sheep 
Are nibbling breakfast from the stunted grass, 
The winding stream expand8 its silver breast — 
A mirror in whose depths the King of Day 
Beholds the £tness of the gorgeous folds 
In whieh he's wrapped his newly-risen form. 
That is the river in its plaeid eourse — 
The shining river with the maiden's name. 
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Who thus the river ealled, wlio Srst the stream 

Named Anna, was a proud and noble youtb, 

Of manly f orm, and graeious, prineely mien, 

With gentle heart, whieh by the guile of love 

Had to it drawn a gentler. Ne*er in dreams 

Oould Eaney's unrestrieted wand invoke 

Yision so beautiful as she whose eharms 

Entraneed his heart with rapture. She was fair 

As opening lilies are on morns like this : 

Her eyes were eoloured with the blue of heaveD, 

Her pouting lips were rose-buds in the spring, 

And hair she had like the departing glory 

Of sun rays on a lovely autumn eve. 

Here on the banks of Li£Pey, when the moon 

Walked stealthily among the solemn elouds, 

And in the nook^d dells the shadows slept, 

Young Anna kept her trysts, and up the stream 

Watehed for the swan-like skiff whieh, night by 

night, 
Oarried her lover to her eireling arms. 
Of t had she waited thus, and hours of bliss, 
Of tendemess, and passionate embraoe, 
Of whispered vowings of ne'er-failing love 
Had been her sweet reward. 

One siimmer night 
The wan-faced orb stole through the solemn vault 
Like some eneloistered nun, who, siek at heart, 
Murmurs and pines f or earthly vanities ; 
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Or a bemoaning ghost, witli weary gait, 
Seeking the dead joys of a buried Past. 
The loiig reeds Aapped above the shimmering stream, 
While in the tall grass Anna knelt her down 
And watehed the daneing waters. Moments Aew, 
And eyeryone that passed stole from her heart 
Some partiele of gladness, till she grew 
Weary and sad there in the solemn night ; — 
Nor yet her lover eame. As quick her tears 
Fell, bright*ning in the moonlight down her eheek, 
She heard the weleome splash, and smiled to see 
Again the swan-like prow. There ! there it eame ! 
And, laughing in her joy, she bounded forth, 
Unmindf ul of the treaeherous wave whieh lapt 
The sedge-trimmed bank whereon the long flags 

g^rew. 
'*Help, love 1" she eried, as in the glist'ning stream 
Her sylph-like f orm was covered, and she f elt 
The oruel river stiSing in her life ; 
But down through eddies senselessly she sank, 
Like some sweet water-sprite who dips to rest 
Tlpon the mossy pebbles in a lake, 
Alas ! what fiend malign had so ealled forth 
And miraged f rom the vapours of the night 
Her lover's gliding bark P Searee had she sank, 
Yoieeless and stiAed in the erystal depths, 
Than f rom the shadow of o'erhanging boughs, 
Where wanton.branehes kissed the mmmuringwaters. 
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Along the moon's bright traek her lover's boat 
Moved down its glistening eourse. He reaehed tbe 

spot 
Where grew the trysting tree, and leapt ashore. 
The fields rose hushed above him, not a sound 
Broke on the weary stillness, and the path 
Lay stretehed untrodden through the upland mead 
White in the silv*ry light. Tn vain he watehed 
To see the nymph-like form, beneath whose tread 
Searee bowed the grasses, springing to his arms. 
*' Anna !'* at length he whispered, and the breeze 
From o£P the highlands sof tly in his ear 
Breath'd Anna ! and the sedge-reeds at his f eet, 
Bowing their heads, moaned Anna to the stream, 
Whose waters, rippling to the grassy bank, 
In murm'rings eaught up Anna ! Then his heart 
Swelled with a lover's longing, and aloud 
He raised his voice, and to the list'ning night 
Gried "Anna!" 

From the river's bed uprose 
A shadowy form, a mystie, speetral light, 
As if the moonbeams had been elasped together 
Into a definite shape. It took her form, 
And, as it tumed unto the youth, he ealled, 
With outstretehed arms, the lovely ghost to stay. 
Then did a breath among the waving boughs 
Of the old willow sing in mystie tones, 
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As breezes do on harps M6\i&n, 

** Call me no more, I am tlie river*s bride ; 

Breatbe not my name, I am tlie river's bride." 

It f aded, and was gone ; tbe lover's eyes 

Saw tlie white vapours Aieker and dissolve, 

And beedless by him passed tlie shimmering stream. 

Next mom a passing bind saw Aoating down 

Upon tbe bosom of tbe lazy river 

A rigid f orm, with pallid, uptumed f aee 

And sightless eye-balls whenee no soul peeped out, 

The ripples sapping through the silken beard 

And eddying with the hair. The limber arms 

Immerged or lifted at the water*s will, 

Or oft times at the windings of its eourse, 

Entangling with the osiers at the side. 

"No more was Anna seen, her mystie death 
Was half revealed but by a golden band 
Whieh, from the loosened tresses of her hair, 
Had fallen on the bank and there was found. 

Tears upon years have rolled, and into dust 
The generations moumed we mouming follow, 
The while adown the solemn vale of Time, 
The river mns, and utters in its eourse 
A plaeid plaint perpetually prolonged. 
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rOEEST DUET. 

Matden. — ^Tn the ioreet 'neath tlie bowers in the 

plaeid starlit night, 
Where the wanton dew-wet Aowers nod asleep in 

drowsy light, 
that I eould be the rose and thou wert yon star 

above, 
How I'd dream in sweet repose 'neath the gaze of 

him I loye I 

LoYEB. — ^ln the f orest 'mong the bowers didst thou in 

the summer night 
Sleep a weary breeze-lulled Aower in the dusk-be- 

shadowed light ; 
Wish me not to be a star in the glimmering distant 

• sky, 
From thy presenee plaeed so f ar all my light should 

fade and die. 

Maiden. — ^Then no rose I'd be to sleep in the forest, 

none to eheer, 
Hapless may the maiden weep, no loyed presenee 

hoyering near ; 
Sadder still when Aowers wake to find faithless 

lovers gone : 
They who love for sweet love*s sake, night and day 

should still wateh on. 
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LovER. — Be a rose, dear, thougli no star, would I 

eoldly shine above ; 
Elow'rB are frail, and skies are far, distanee often 

wearies love. 
All my lieaven lies in you, so to leave it would be 

wrong ; — 
Let me be the tender dew, kissing thee tlie wbole 

niglit long. 

Maiden. — Tn the f orest 'neath a bow'r, resting in the 

summer night, 
I will be the wearied Aow'r, thou shalt eome a dew^ 

drop bright, 

LovER. — ^Thou the lovely white wild rose, I a tear 

from Heaven will be, 
Thou a bud shut in repose, I a dew-drop kissing 

thee. 




"till thb praties grow." 69 



"TILL THE PRATIES GROW." 

[When Father Johii Murphy, whose lif e was published some 
time ago by Messrs. M. H. Gill and Son, was parish priest of Co- 
rofin, in the eounty of Glare, he had to fight the hardest battles 
of his life in trying to eheekmate the untiring efiforts of prose- 
lytism. A parishioner of his was tempted by sore need to 
renounee his faith, and, in eonsideration of a weekly stipend, 
agreed to go to the Protestant ehureh regularly and aet in 
every way like a reformed sinner. On the first Sunday after 
entering into this agreement he was sulkily proeeeding to the 
new plaee of worship, but, having to pass the ehapel on his 
way, his eonseienee smote him, and, throwing himself on his 
knees before the humble edifice of prayer, eried out, ** I'm 
goin' fromye, alanna—good-bye, good bye — till the praties 
grow I"] 

I. 

AsTHOBE, my heart is breakin' as I pass your holy 
door, 
An' see tlie open portal all inyitin' to go in, 
An' hear tlie ehildher's yoiees as in saered song they 
soar, 
The priest's subdued " Oremus !" and the people's 
loud"Amin!" 
But, oh 1 1 dare not enter, for a eompaet I haye made, 
LikeLucifer at Heayen's gate, no farther ean I go ! 
Don't f rown on me, my darlin' nor a broken heart 
upbraid, 
CK)od-bye, asthore alanna — ^till the praties grow ! 
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n. 

Ah! niTir did I think, agrah, that I ahould paas 
youby 
Without an adoration made bet ore yonr holy f ane ; 
But, oh ! the pinehin' honger — ^I ean't hear my 
ehildher eiy 
The liyelong day for yittleB, an' still hear themeiy 
in yain; 
lean't behold my darlin' lyin' siek before my facey 
An' hear her in a f eyer fierce bewaOin' all onr woe • 
I eannot do all this, agrah, an' stay in yon and graee ; 
So now good-bye, alanna, till the praties grow. 

m. 

Tm passin' by your angels an' I'm passin' by your 
saints, 
But, oh ! the weary trouble an' the hard an' bitter 
year! 
An' you know when the Aesh is weak the proudeet 
spirit f aints — 
For while you point to Heayen, we are sinnin' on 
down here. 
But sure as at your altar I exchanged themarriage yow, 
As sure as from your sanetity all streams of meroy 
flow, 
As«ure, aehor alanna, though I sadly laye you now, 
Fm baek within your bosom whin the praties grow. 
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IV. 

They'ye paid me to forsake you, an' I pawned my 
sowl f or bread, 
An' promised f or their pottage that from you and 
yours I'd part ; 
But while beneatli tbeir new-built spire I bow my 
8inf ul bead, 
'Tis your ould stones, alanna, that will baye my 
aehin' heart. 
Between the hymns they're singin' I will praise your 
Saered Host, 
An' whisper Holy Marys whin their organ's in 
f ull flow ; 
An' whin they ban the Komish Church, ril beg the 
Holy Ghost 
To hurry on the sayson whin the praties grow. 

V. 

Oh, if inside you, darlin', some obligin' neighbours 
kneel, 
Tell one of God's bright angels to go whisper in 
their ear 
That there's a poor sowl waitin' that oan't make its 
own appeal, 
But if it eould would ask Him to send down a 
fruitf ul year. 
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Good-bye, thin, for a little while, the Bhelter of my 
heart — 
Good-bye tlie glory of my eyes — but let the faith- 
f ul know 
That though I say good-bye, avic, an' from youp 
gate depart, 
'Tis but, asthore alanna, tiU the praties grow. 



A BIED IN THE HAOT) WOETH TWO IN 
THE BUSH.— ((}W saying). 

As further on the road of lif e 

A way-wom tramp I go, 
Still striying onward through the erowd 

With tott'ring step and slow ; 
To find fruition of my hopes 

On every side IVe seanned, 
But aU my birds are in the bush 

And never in my hand. 

"What promises of early youth 

Are broken to my prime, 
What gilded joys mere Dead Sea fruit 

Have proved to be in time ; 
What snares I've laid, what struggles made, 

What luring projects planned — 
Alas ! the birds are in the bush, 

They never reaehed my hand. 
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In yain I gaze around tbe eartli, 

In vain I wateli the sky, 
The ehanee tliat seeks a neiglibour's door, 

Is sure to pass me bj. 
Tbe tide that Aoats a eomrade off 

Eorsakes me on the strand, 
My birds are always in the bush, 

And neyer in my hand. 

My best designs are only dreams, 

My trees are always bare, 
The hopes I build are sure to proye 

Mere eastles in the. air. 
I hear my birds sing songs all day, 

Their plumes shiue bright and grand, 
But ah ! they always keep the bush, 

And neyer reaoh mj hand. 

Oh, tiring toil, oh, weary way, 

How long, oh, Lord, how long 
Wilt leaye the raee unto the &wiit, 

The battle to the strong P 
Sad fate, alas, if o'er the erossi 

Ko erown of glory stand, 
And af ter all into my graye 

I drop with empty hand. 
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FROM THE GERMAN. 

Slow thro' eaeh weaiy day, 
Pines my young lif e away, 

Eye's Yigil thro' my tears rm keeping, 
When o'er ihe fading lighty 
There looms the lonely night. 

When all are sleeping, 

I ponder weeping. 

Oft my lore said to me, 
When in my eareless glee, 

His deep affection arehly trying, 
Sweetheart, when I am gone, 
Of t shalt thou pine alone, 

For past days sighing, 

Por lost love erying. 

Ne'er shall I see my lore, 
He's now in realms abore, 

On earth his arms shall dasp me neyer, 
Till in those gardens bright^ 
'Neath the Etemal Light, 

We'U wander eyer, 

No more to seyer. 
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OMINOUS OALM. . 

I. 

Thebb's not a breezei 

The uxiruffled trees 
Btand as if painted against the air, 

Unstirred by a sigh | 

The meadowB lie 
Like dappled earpets of f abrio rare. 

n. 

The pond below, 

Where the willows grow, 
In glassy oalnmess reflects the blue, 

The yap'ry haze, 

In the distanee plays, 
As mists of Doubt oyerhang the True. 

III. 

The ploughman stands, 

And rests his hands 
On the ploughshare handle ; the drowsy team 

In the furrow bides, 

From their shining sides 
In the Bun uprises the Bweltering steam 
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A eloudlet liee 
Away where the skiee 

Endasping bend o'er ihe distant lea, 
Tender and wbite^ 
In the Ausblul light, 

As a babe at the gate of Eedrni;/. 

y. 

AU aroTind is still, 
E'en the mountain rill 

Steals down unpurleeLby fem or stonei 
Just a passing breath, 
Like a sigh of death, 

And in yonder yalley a smothered moan. 



A MEMOEY, 

(A Fragment,) 

Mr birth-plaoe was a mansion well remoyed 
Far inland from the busy dty's roar ; 
It stood within a seene jou eould eompare 
To some sweet spot that Nature in a wish 
To try her skill in Ipyeliness had made,' 
Oombining gaj and grand in harmony.. 
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There to the Bunbe'ams waying cornfields smiled, 
While high behind the giant mountains frowned 
As jealou8 loyers would on laithless maids ; 
And 'twixt them, like a well-intentioned friend, 
Partly illumed by brightness of the one, 
Partly o'ereast by shadows from the other, 
The gentle meadows lay and seemed to make 
A reeoneiliation. So the oaks, 
Whose boughs in tanglesome embraees met, 
O'er yista'd ayenues might seem too grare 
But for the yiolets whieh in elusters grew 
Beneath their eooling shades with petals oped 
To eateh eaeh lueent drop of pearly dew 
As ehildren look for kisses from their sires. 
When dall^dng zephyr8 wandered there at eye 
Kelazing the long boughs from their stiff rest 
The leayes aboye to sweet-breath'd Aow'rs below 
Nodded and murmured with strange whisperings. 
The yery birds, whieh from their leafy ehoir 
Sang twilight litanies, were brighter plumed 
And sweeter trilled than IVe sinee seen or heard 
Nor in my heart has eyer Paney painted 
Yision more loyely than that sylyan home. 
There is a light whieh shines upon the pasti 
And on it only : it is sweeter far 
Than any beams that brighten present hours ; 
And from the lamp of Memory issue rays 
'Whieh paint past pleasures to more pleasing look 
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And gild past pains to pleasures. When alone 

8tands one forsaken on tlie darkling shore, 

Gazing upon the ship whieh speeds away 

To where the rising moon lights the f ar waye 

He sees the sig^als pale, then up the huU 

Hises f rom out the darkness, and the spars 

Seem silyery bars of light, the mast a ray, 

The sails white ulouds, and the whole ship a ghost 

Oliding away upon a sea of glory : 

80 ly whose early years are like the ship 

Eading away o'er Memory's gloried waste, 

See but the beautif ul, and as they go 

Eurther and f urther, eyery shadowed day 

Lights up with beams from Keeolleetion's lamp. 

Thus how that spot appeared when wintiy blasts 

Stripped sereen^d stems and rifled fainting Aow'rs, 

I eannot tell — my eyery thought of then 

Being tinged with brightness, Aow'rs and happinees. 

. • . . On the f aee of eyening f ell 
A greyish yeil of dusk, as to the beaoh 
Hand elasped in hand we went. I'U ne'er torget 
What awe and admiration Alled my soul 
When first I heard the sounding of the sea — 
Nature's yast ehoir — eaeh surfling waye a song 
Swelling into entreaties wild and loud, 
Sinking into bewailings sad and low, 
Bursting in wrathf ul thunder into eayes, 
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Where, like an earthquake Btruggling in earth's 

womb, 
It beat its bounds and died away in moans. 
Farther along the shore our eareless steps 
Wended apast the cli£Ps to shingles smooth 
Where gentler waters undulating played 
Harmonious on the pebble-breasted shore, 
And there we sauntered till the plaeid moon 
Oame queen-like in the sky, and one by one 
The starSy her bright-f aeed pages, gathered round 
A shining train« whieh hom the mystie yault 
Looked down into the mirror of the sea. 
Gontemplatiyely ealm we gazed aoross 
The yast espanse before us, with the rays 
Glaneing upon it, giying the white surge 
That broke upon the beaoh a whiter tinge, 
Now daneing disappear, and then again 
Upon some other wayelet gleaming forth 
As the gay ehildren play at hide-and-seek 
In summer-time 'mid waying golden eom. 
We spoke no word, but stood as if a spell 
Had summoned the sweet seene bef ore our gaze, 
And human breath would fade it. 



Day af ter day we roamed the shore to wateh 
The passing sails and leam the Ashers' songp. 
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Pieked water-polislied pebbles, and rejoiced 

To find the wondrous eorrugated shells 

Fluted like helmets, whieh of old were wom 

By fighting men. At night the genial blaze 

From the wide hearth upon our faces played, 

As side bj side we sat and read old tales, 

Or from our young imaginations drew 

Pietures of f uture life. So sped the time 

Till one day, when my eighteenth year I*d reaehed, 

I wandered forth alone. The ereased sands 

Were by inAuent waters fast being hidd*n, 

And as I marked the yielding beaeh the flood 

Orept bnakelike in the foIds. The July sun 

Mersed in the eea to eool his fervid heat, 

As to a point I walked where euryed the shore 

Around the feet of overhanging cli£Ps, 

And not long had 1 musing strolled when loud 

A wailing soream broke on my dreaming ear; 

Seawards I looked and not far oS pereeiyed 

A girl upon a weed-enslirouded roek, 

More lovely than a mermaid newly ris'n 

Prom wave-rocked slumbers amid eoral reef8. 

Her arms were stretehed towards the heedless sky 

To whioh her gaze was turned ; — nor did she seem 

As if slie were an essenee eorporal, 

But looked as some bright soul who, haying left 

In Purgatorial erueible all stain, 

At Hbayen's gate waits purified, Her eyes 
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Were drenebed in tears, and lier unbanded hair 
Dally'd with wanton winds, while surging up 
The eager waters kissed her snowy feet 
Naked upon the stone. Quick in I plunged, 
iTnstayed by fear, unthinkisg of myBelf, 
Unweighing strength or weakness, only urged 
Bj the Bweet yision standing on the sea, 
As holy saints eontemn the buming pile, 
Eed raek or frozen Aood, beeause beyond 
They see their angels beek'ning them to bliss. 
With onward stroke and steady soon I reaehed 
The altar where my new-found idol stood, 
Silent with drooping arms she watehed me eome, 
And looked sueh thanks that at the time I wished 
That she were dumb so she might neyer speak 
But by her hope-lit eyes. 



IK MEMOKIAM. 

(d. f. m*cartht.) 

BiRDS your yespers singing 
When the sun's last glauee is Ainging 
O'er his mound a chequered radiauee, 
Like our grief s and hopes entwined ; 
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Thougli a riya], ye eould loye him, 
And in leafy dioirs aboye liiin, 
Ye reeall the rapturous musio 
Of the harp by him resigned. 

winde, your dirges sobbing 
Oyer hearts whose anxious throbbing 
'Neath the drooping plume-like grasses 
Here is stilled throughout all time, 
Do ye find the swell sonorous 
Of your undulating ehorus 
Laeks a spell it eaught in passing 
From the murmurs of his rhyme ? 

streamlet, swif tly rushing 
To ihe oeean, always gushing, 
Wond'rous melodies e'er yaried 
In your eddies, f alls, and ealms, 
Haye you listened to the measure 
Amid ehange, and woe, and pleasure 
Whieh his eourse towards the Mystie 
Uttered like the yoiee of psalms P 

dews, that falleth lightly 
On his elay all-hallowed nightly, 
Other jewels here outshine ye 
Whieh will last throughout the years 
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Mom may Ausli or eyening darkle 
Througli your erystal glint and sparklt^ 
But the yerdure o'er liis bosom 
Will be deeked with himian tears* 



TO NOLL IN BEONZE, 

(As he appeari outside Trinity OolUge^ BubUn.) 

In yain by hapless Fortune led 

You taxed your matehless, thriftless head 

To tempt the world to giye you bread— 

They'd giye you none, 
But f or your eaf e support when dead 

They raise a stone. 

Onee, when within their halls of lore, 
You raised unawed your joyial roar, 
They east you forth in sorrow sore, 

And shut their gate ; 
Tis meet that now outside their door 

In bronze you wait. 
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Yet e'en unto this day, poor NoU, 
Are those within the learned hall 
Who do not quito lorgiye you all 

Your kindly f ailings ; 
You're Btill, although without their wall, 

Within their raiUngi. 



Where'er your aimlees wanderings lay 
There fell no foetoring eheering ray, 
And neyer aught eame in your way 

When it would matoh you ; 
But now, being tumed to senseless day, 

You are a statue. 

Eemembered now — ^in life forgot — 
Onee wheresoe'er you f ound your lot, 
Though strange the ooeaaion^ odd the qpot| 

Your wit ahounded, 
Perehed here to omament a plot, 

You stand dumbfounded. 

Oh, eould your pen of bronze but write, 
What strange experience you'd indito, 
Upon your leaden page you might 

Beyiew your story ; 
How you yiew fame, and in what light 

PQ9t tnartem gloiy. 



WmDy WAYS, AND WOMAN. 85 



WIND, WAVE, AND WOMAN. 

One summer day 

While the Wave and Wind 

For boisterous play 

Had both eombined, 
Aud tossed, and romped, and rustled on the shore, 

Wave ran to hide 

In a cave, and spied 

Highinacleft T 

Whieh the sea had lef t 
A brighter, lovelier thing than e'er it saw before* 

Baok ran the Wave 

In abated glee 

From the rugged cave 

To the open sea, 
As laughing Wind oame rushing Up to seek, 

Whom as it kissedi 

It eried, " list 1 

Let's drop our play 

This summer day^ 
For, brother, there's a beauteotts something in that 
ereek.'* 
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Gay Wind bent down 

0*er tlie eurling head, 

With its white spray orown, 

Andy amazed, he saidi 
" What is it, little play-mate, you haye seen ? 

Amermaidfair, 

With her nnbound hair, 

Or a siren belle 

With her lute-strung shell, 
Or seant-elad Nereid mounted on her sea-hors» 
green." 

Said the Wayelet, *'No, 

By lonesome strands, 

Long, long ago 

In f ar off lands 
The mounted Nereids I haye of ten met ; 

The water-maids, 

With Aowing braids, 

Pye oft heard sing ; 

But this sweet thing 
I eannot half deseribe, but eannot e'er forget." 

The Gurious Breeze 
Eoeked on the sea 
At idle ease, 
And thus spake he 
Unto the nerrous, palpitating Waye : 
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** Oanst thou haye yiewed 
In Bolitude 
The eoral f ont 
Whereat is wont 
Naked Aphrodite her snowy limbs to laye P 

" Was it of life, 

Was it of treasure, 

With beauty rif e 

O'er all known measure ; 
Or was it Oiree with her wondrous eup ? 

The lightning star 

Of Neptune's ear, 

Pearl diadems 

And prioeless gems 
From the transluoent depths by man*s bold hand 
brought up ?" 

In answer graye 

To the questioning Breese, 

** Nay," sighed the Wave, 

'* 'Twas none of these, 
But something, oh, diviner, lovelier stilL'' 

Then with a moan, 

By a weed-dad stone, 

Near the sea-girt bank 

It sadly sank, 
like youths who. grieve forlom in first love*s hope- 
less ihiill. 
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The gentle Wind, 

Haif sad, lialf gay, 

Anear reelined, 

And then did say : 
'* Sweet plaj-f ellow, eome wander baek with me ; 

Gome, speed along, 

In surging song, 

TTnto that shore, 

And look onee more 
Upon this beauteous thing, whatever it may be." 

With tossing erest 

And musie gay 

The playmates prest 

Their yieldingway; 
The eager Waye leapt bounding in adyanoe, 

And soon the ereek, 

With the roeky peak, 

They reaehed ; when high 

Did Wind espy 
The beauteous thing ; and, oh, he knew it at a glanee, 

*' Gome hither near, 
Sweet Waye," he oried, 
** Tou need not fear, 
You need not hide, 
This is np eoral, diadem, nor pearl ; 
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'Tis not the star 
01 Neptune's ear, 
Nor siren maid 
With sea wet braid, 
But, oh ! wild Wave, it is— it is a lovely girl." 



For Wind had roved 

The land as well, 

And Wind had loved, 

And heeonldtell 
Whioh were sea mermaidB, and whioh land's mer- 
miBses. 

Well oonld he traee 

Eaoh lovel7 f aoe, 

And well he knew 

The faire8t hue 
And 8oftest oheeks to set aglowing with his 
kissee. 



A duloet swell, 
Like lover^s luting, 
Arose and f ell 
In murm'rous Auting, 
As sobbing Wave tossed restless by the shore ; 

7 
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While Wind essayed 
To liire tlie maid, 
And *mid his sport 
Paid tender eourt, 
Toyed with her golden looks» and wooed her o'er aad 
o'er. 



The wily Air 

Sang soft beguiling, 

The heedless fair 

Sat Aushed and smilingy 
While Waye below in plaintiye aoeents Bought 
her; 

WheUy oh ! unkind, 

The eruel Wind, 

With sudden stress, 

The beauty's dress 
Pluttering, oaught wanton up and bore her to ihe 
water. 



As downward Aight 
Of doyes to rest, 
Or as the light 
Sinks in the West, 
Or autumn leayes f all on the dew-damp turf ; 
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As sun-lit show'rs 
On summer bow'rs, 
As lairies pass 
O'er meadow grass, 
As Bof tly sank the damsel 'mid the droling 8arf 

How Wave did press 

To f east his eyes, 

How f ond earess 

His new-found pri^e, 
And eagerly had bome her off to sea i 

But fickle Wind 

Soon ohanged his mind; 

Nor would he ehoose 

The maid to lose, 
And eried, " Self-seeking Waye, forbear, that oannot 
be." 

So ably plead 

Did ounning Wind 

That 'twas agreed 

She'dberesigned 
Until in mutual oontraot they should enter. 

Being daimed by both, 

The maiden loth 

Agreed to please 

Both surge and breeze, 
And so would toy with Wave, whene'er the warm 
Wind sent her. 
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And thia is why 

You'll see the f air, 

With bright blue eye 

And golden hair 
And peaoh-brown eheeks the summer breeie ia 

oourting. j 

At sultry noon, ^ 

In russet June, 

With unkempt braid, 

And oharms displayed^ 
Thaf s if the nymph allow you—- with the Waye dis- 
porting. 



M. H. GiU St Son, Priaten, Dublin. 



I 






"^'•. -* * 1 



V . <■'?' 




^!^ 



